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The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


Take, or lend. Hoa? No anfwer? Then lie enter, 
beft draw my Sword 5 and ifmine Enemy 
But feare the Sword like me, hee l fcarfely lookc on'c. 
Such a Foe,good Heaucns. Exit. 


(After long abfence) fuch Uyours. IVWuTi ■ 

Befpnghtlyjoryou^ 


Seem Septima. 


Enter Belarius ^G aider im, andAruiragm. 
Hel. You Velidore hauc prou'd beft Woodman, and 
Are Mailer ot the Fealt : CadwaU, and I 
Will piay the Cooke, and Sertiant, 'tis our match : 
The iwcat of induftry would dry, and dye 
But for the end it workes coo, Come.our ftomackes 
W ill mak* what's homely, fauoury : Wearineflc 
Can fnore vpon the Flint, w hen rcftic Sloth 
Findcs the Downe-pillow hard. Now peace be heere, 
Poore houfc, that kcep'fl thy felfe* 
Gui. I am throughly weary. 

Arui. Iamweake with toyle,yetftrongin appetite. 
Gui. There is cold meat i'ch'Caue, we'l brouz on that 
Whil'ft what wehauckill'd,beCockU 

BeL Stay, come not in: 
But that it cates our vi&uaTles, I fhould thinke 
Hccrc were a Faiery . 

Gui. What's the matter, Sir ? 
'Bel, By lupitcr an Angcll : or if not 
An earthly Paragon. Behold Diuincnefle 
No elder then a Boy. 

Enter Imogen. 
Imo. Good matters harme me not: 
Before I eu:er'd heere, I call'd,and thought 
To haue begg'd,or bought,what I haue took:good troth 


Imo. 'Mongft Friends 


If Brothers : would it had bin fo, that they 

Had bin my Fathers Sonnes, then had my prize 
Bin leffe, and lo morecquall ballaftino 

To thee Pofibumus. * 
'Bel. He wrings at fomediftrcflc. 
Gui. Would I could free t. 
Arui, Or I, what ere it be, 
What paine i t coft, what danger : Gods ! 
Bel. HcarkcBoyes. 
Imo. Great men 
That had a Court no bigger then this Caue 
That did attend themfelucs, and had the vertue 
Which theirowneConfcieDcefeardrhcm:!ayin ff u 
That nothing-guifc of differing Multitudes y 
Could not out-pcerc thefe twaine. Pardon me Gods 
, r,d change my (exe to be Companion with thero * 
S'wccLeonatt&falk. ^ * 

Bel. It (hall be fo: 
Boycs wee'l go dreffc our Hunt. Faire youth come in . 
Diicourfc is heauy, faffing : when we hauc fupp'd 


Wee'l mannerly demand thee of thy Story, 
So farrc as thou wilt fpeake it. 
Gnu Pray draw necre. 

Ami. The Night to'th'Owle, 
And Morne to th'Larkc lcffc welcome. 

Imo. ThankcsSir, 

Arm. I pray draw necre. 


Extun 


I hauc ftdlne nought,nor would not,though I had found 
Goldftrew'di ? th'Floore# Hccre's money for my Mcatc, 
I would haue left it on the Boord, fo foonc 
As 1 had made my Mcale ; and parted 
With Pray'rs for the Prouider. 
Gut* Money ? Youth. 

tAru. All Gold and Siluer rather turnc to durt, 
As 'tis no better reckoned, but of thofc 
Who worfhip durty Gods. 
I Imo. I fee you're angry : 
I Know, if you kill me for my fault, I fhould 
Hauc dyed, had 1 not made it. 
Bel. Whether bound ? 
Imo. ToMilford-Hauen. 
'BeL What's your name? 
Imo. Fidcle Sir : I haue a Kinfman, who 
Is bound for Italy ; he embark'd at Milford, 
To whom being going, almoft fpent with hunger, 
I am falnc in this offence, 

Bel. Prythce(faircyouth) 
Thinke vs no Churles : nor mcafure our good mindes 
By this rude place wc hue in. Well encountered, 
Tis almoft night, you (hall haue better checre 
Ere you depart; and thankes to fiay ,and eate it : . 
Boycs,bid him welcome. 

Gut. Were you a woman, youth, 
I fiiould woo hard, but be your Groomc in honcfty : 
" bid for ycu, as I do buy. 

Ami. llernake'c my Comfort ' 
■Je is a man, lie loue him as my Brother : 
And fuch a welcome as VIA giue to him 


Scena OBaua. 


Enter two Roman Senators % <*nd Tribunes, 
l. Sen. This is the tenor of the Emperors Writ- 
That fince the common men arc now in Action 
'GainftthePannonians, and Dalmatian*, 
And that the Legions now in Gallia, arc 
Full weakc te vndertake our Warres againft 
The falne~off Britaincs, that wc damcitc 
The Gentry to this bufineffe. He creates 
Lwfw Pro-Conliill : and to you the Tribunes 
j For this immediate Leuy, he commands 
/ HisabfoluteCommifTion. Long liuc Ctfkr. 
Tri. h Lucius Gcnerall of the Forces ? 
i.Sen. I. 

Tri. Remaining now in Gallia? 
I.Sen. With thofe Legions 
Which I hauc fpokc of, whcreuntoyourlcuie 
Mutt be fupplianc : the words of your Coraroiffion 
Will tyc you to the numbers, and the time 
Of their dtfpatcb. 

Tri. Wc will difcharge our duty. Exeunt. 
m 

^AUus Quartus. Scena Trima. 


Clot 


Enter Cletttn done. 
I am nccrc to'th'place where they (hould meet, 
ifPiftnig hauc mapp'd it truely* How fit his Garments 
fcxuc mc? Wby (hould his Miftrii who was made by him 

that 



that made the Taylor, not be fit too^ The rather (fauing 
reucrence of the Word ) for 'tis faidc a Woman* fitnelTe 
comes by fits : therein I muft play the Workman, I dare 
fpeake it to my felfe, for it is not Vainglorie for a man, 
and his Glafle, to confer in his owne Chamber; I mcane, 
the Lines of my body arc as well drawne as his ; no leffe 
young, more ttrong, not beneath him in Fortunes, be- 
yond him in the aduant3gc of the time, aboue him in 
Birth, alike conuerfant in gcnerall feruices, and more re- 
markeable in fingle oppofit ions ; yet this impcrfeuerant; 
Thing loucs him in my defpight. What Mortalitic is? 
PofihumuSy thy head (which now is growing vppon thy 
(houlders) (hall within this houre be off, thy Miftris in- 
forced, thy Garments cut to peeces before thy face : and 
all this done, fpurne her home to her Father, who may 
(happily)be a little angry for my fo rough vfage: but my 
Mother hauing power of his teftineffe, (hall tutne all in- 
to roy commendations. MyHorfeis tyedvpfafe, out 
Sword, and to a fore purpofe ; Fortune put them into my 
hand : This is the very defcription of their meeting place 
and the Fellow dares not deceiue me, £xit. 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter BelariHS^Guiderhis^ArHiragHs, tend 
Imogcnjjrom the Caue. 
BeL You arc not well : Remainc hecre in the Caue, 
Wee'l come to you after Hunting. 

Aru't. Brother, ftay hecre : 
Arc we not Brothers ? 

Imo. So man and man fhould be, 
But Clay and Clay, differs in dignitie, 
Whofc duft is both alike. I am very fickc, 
Gm. Go you to Huntingjlc abide with him. 
Imo. So ficke I am not, yet I am not well : 
But not fo Citizen a wanton, as 
To feeme to dye, ere ficke : So pleafe you, leauc me, 
Sticke to your Iournall courfc : the breach of Cuflome, 
Is breach of all. I am ill, but your being by mc 
Cannot amend me. Society, is no comfort 
To one not fociable : I am not very fickc, 
Since I can rcafon of it : pray you truft me heere, 
lie rob none but my felfc, and let mc dye 
Stealing fo poorely. 

Gui. Iloucthec zlhaucfpokeit, 1 
How much the quantity, the waight as much, 4 
As I do loue my Father. 
Bel. What? How? how? 
Arui. If it be finnc to fay fo (Sir) I yoake mec 
In my good Brothers fault : I know not why 
[ loue this youth, and I haue heard you fay, 
Loue's rcafon's,without reafon. The Becre at doorc, 
And a demand who is't fliall dye, Hd fay^ 
My Father, not this youth. 

BeL Oh noble ftraine! 
Oworthineffe of Nature, breed of GreatnefTe! 
<c Cowards father Cowards ,& Bafe things Syrc Bace ; 
''Nature hatb Meale, and Bran ; Contempt, and Grace, 
'me not their Father, yet who this (hould bee, 
)eth myraclc it felfe, lou'd before mec # 
'Tis the ninth houre o'th'Mornc, 
Arui. Brother, farewell. 


Imo, Iv/ifiiycfport. 
Arui. You health.— 


•So pleafe you Sir. 
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Imo. Thefe are kinde Creatures 
Gods, what lyes I haue heard : 
Our Courtiers fay, all's fauage, but at Court ; 
Experience, oh thou difproou'ft Report. 
Th'emperious Seas breeds Monfters; for the Di(h, 
Poore Tributary Riuers, as fweet Fiifh : 
I am ficke ftill, heart-ficke^ Pifanio, 
lie now tafte of chy Drugge; 

Gui. I could not ftirrchim : 
He faid he was gentle, but vnfortunate ; 
Difhoneftly afflicicd, but yet honeft. 

Arui. Thus did he aufwer me : yet faid hccreafccr, 
I might know more. 

Bel. To'th'Field^o'th'Field: 
Wee'l leaue you for this time, go in,and icft, 
Arui. Wee'l not be long away. 
BeL Pray be not ficke, 
For you muft be our Hufwife. 

Imo. WelI,orilI, 
I am bound to you. £xit. 

BeL Andftial'tbeeuer. 
This youth, how ere diftreft,appeares he hath had 
Good Anceftors. 

Arui. How Angell-like he fings ? 
Cut. Bui hisneateCookeric } 
Arui. He cut our Rootes in Charra&ers, 
And favvc'ft our Biothes, as Iuno had bin ficke, 
And he her Dieter. 

Arui. Nobly he yoakes 
A fmiling, with a figh ; as if the fighe 
Was that it was, for not being fuch a Smile : 
The Smile, mocking the Sigh, that it would fly e 
From fo diuine a Temple, to commix 
With windes, that Saylors raile at„ 

Gui. I do note, 
That greefe and patience rooted in them both, 
Mingle their fpurrcs together. 

Arui. Grow patient, 
And let the ftinking Elder (Greefe) vntwine 
His perifhing roote, with the encreafing Vine. 

BeL It is great morning. Come away: Who's there? 
Enter Clot en. 

Clo. I cannot finde thofeRunnagates,that Villainc 
Hath mock'd mc. I am faint. 

Bel. Thofe Runnagates? 
Meanes he not vs ? I partly know him, Yu 1 
Cloten y the Sonne o'th'Qiieene. I feare fome Ambulh : 
I fa w him not thefe many ycares, and yet 
I know 'tis he : We arc held asOut-Lawes : Hence. 

Gui. He is but one : you, and my Brother fearch 
What Companies are nccrc : pray you away, 
Let me alone with him. 

Clot. Soft, what are you 
That fly e me thus ? Some vilJainc-Mountainers? 
I haue heard of fuch. What Slaue art thou/ 

Gui. A thing; 
MoreflauitTi did Ine're, thenanfwering 
A Slaue without a knocke. 

Clot. Thou art a Robber, 
A Law-breaker, a Villaine : yeeld thecThcefei 

Gui. To who? to thee ? What art thou ? Haue not 11 
An arme as biggeas thine ? A hearr^as biggc : 
Thy words I grant are bigger : for I weare not 
My Dagger in my mouth. Say what thou art : 

Why 
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